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Not Chil 
the dear Aſſociates of their Bed; 


Ome all ye tender Mortals that have Ears, 
And to my mournful Story lend your Tears. 
Bus deeply cut with an afflicting Senſe, 
Let your {ad hearts their purple Streams diſpenſe. 
Hang down your wond'ring heads, and bluſhing ſhow 
Your deep amazement by your ſinking Brow. 
With Silence, Horror, and Attention wait, 
WhiPf my ſad Muſe doth the dire Tale relate. 
My Tongue-ty*d Muſe, which ne*ce betore could ſpeak, 
Yet now muſt open, or my Heart will break. 
But oh ! I Tremble, and I dare not Name 
The diſmal Cauſe of my Poetick Flame. 
Fain I would ſpeak, and eaſe me of my Pain, 
But my great Horror ſtrikes me dumb again. 
What Iron Tongue can wich due Temper ſpeak, 
Or Marble Heart declare, unleſs it break? 
That JAMES the Mighty, Once-lov*d JAMES is gone 
In ſilent Night, all Guardleſs, and Alone, 
Withdrew from His great Kingdoms, and His Throne! 
JAMES the late Sor*reign of His Subjects Hearts, 
Now Unlamented from His Throne departs! 
AMES the Great Source and Origin of Laws, 
He Himfelf from their Defence withdraws, 
jects Himſelf unto the Rabbles Jaws 
w lawleſs Fury, and outragious Pow. r, 
( Which God forbid ) would MAJESTY de vour. 
Malicious Scriblers too with barb*rous Pen, 
Are crueller than Lyons in a Den 
Oh that there is ſuch Impudence in Men? 
Who lately did before Him Trembling ftand, 
And flew to finiſh but His leaſt Command. 
With awful Revercnce and Terror ſtruck, 
They would have paid Obedience to His Look: 
Whally regardleſs of that Sacred Name, 
the Head from whence their Honours came. 
Who brooded ſafe under His pow*rful Wing, 
Now barbarouſly uſe the Name of KING ; 
And not alone deny their helping Sword, 
But utterly refuſe Aim their good Word. 
Nobles and Commons, Subjects and Soldiers too, 
At once conſent their MONARCH to undo; 
And *ris their , Conſcience tells them ſo. 
Oh Monarch / unhappy Monarch! why 
Should all at once abandon Loyalty, 
Under the great Deſenee of Honeſty ? 
Who always have been Faithful ro the Crown, 
And with their Blood and Fortunes ſerv'd the Throne, 
That Service muſt in Faithfulneſs diſown. 1 
Long, ROYAL SIR, have the damn'd Snares been laid, 
Whertin Your MAJESTY is thus betray d. 
Kell and ROE. Emiſſaries did Combine 
The 75 Monarchy to Undermine. 
ROA —— er dr — that Jewel loſt, 
Which to her thirſty Coffers brought in molt. 
And fince our Land forſook the Komiſh Yoke, 
And wiſely from her Curſed Fetters broke. 
to recover her delightful Gain, 
Many a Plot did ſecretly maintain, 
To bring this Nation to her Foot again: 
But fruſtrated in ey*ry ſuch Deſign, 
By in o'ce-ruling Providence Divine, 
Your MAJESTY exalted to the Throne, 
Secure ſhe ſtood in ſo endear'd a Son, 
So firmly bound to her —__ 
Who ( when a Subject) to her firmly ſtood, 
5 his Right, thd of Succeſſive Blood, 
| publickly avow*d the Holy Cauſe, 
Againſt the higheſt Int'reſt, and known Laws. 


$ Tears, nor ſuch as Women ſhed, 
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What cou'd ſhe doubt of ſuch a zealous Son, 
When ſafely guarded with His Sacred Crown, 
And urg'd too with the Queen's egernal Moan ! 
Whom Nature had oblig'd to th Holy See, 
(Sure ſhe Eſpous'd it to ny / ) 
Now then with reſtleſs, and redo! 
She all her Engines doth to work engage 
The apoſtatized Nation to reduce 
Unto the Univerſal Mother*s Uſe. 
But I forbear to ſearch the Wound too deep, 
And (as aSubject ) will my Diſtance keep : ) 
Nor mention what it was ſhe did intend, 
When to her Arts ſhe did our Monarch bend. 
But humbly, and with bleeding heart implore, 
His MAJESTY would take her Part no more : 
But (having bought at moſt e ve Rates 
This deareſt Eye-falve) would perceive her Cheats: 
—— — — — a ſtate 

er Treacheries have ght the JUST and GREAT 
And under the ſpecious Name Relighan, 
The happieſt MON ARCH of the Earth undone, 
Religioo, ſaid I / Ay, a curſt One tis, 
Which perpetrates the worſt of Villanies, 
Under the meritorious hopes of Bliſs. 
See then, O Royal Sov*reign, ſee 
Into that bloody Harlot*s Treachery, 
And reſolutely break her (laviſh Yoke : 
Say but that healing word, and when tis ſpoke, 
Let the loſt Whore perceive ſhe is forſook. 
Tell all Your bleeding Nation, tell the VVorld, 
How by ROME curſed Arts You thus were hurl'd 
Into the fatal Pit, and freely own 
The fev*ral Facts ſhe would have had You done. 
Nothing d' recomes like Free Confeſſion. 
Shal I Tour Lord and Sor? rei — 
Into my meaneſt Subjects ba 27 all, 
Hind ( like a little Criminal ) tel all? 


Yes, MONARCH, that You ſhall ( pardon dread Lord) 


The over-freedom of that haſty word. 

But tis indeed the only Cure is found, 
For the ſure healing of the deſprate V Vound. 
"Tis better far ingeniouſly to own 
An Error done, that it ſhould be known 
By other means, Nuo truly dork Repeat, 
Is in the next Degree to Innocent. a 
Say then, Dear ion, moſt ſincerely ſay 
Yeve thrown that curſed Intꝰreſt quite away, 
Wholly diſlodg'd it from Your Sacred Breaft, 
Will never deal again with ROMISH Prieſt, 
Only to drive them from their Helliſh Neſt. = 
This done, You ſhall be more than e're ador'd, 
To all Your Glories happily Reſtor'd. 

Take it (for once) on a mean Subject's word. 

So ſhall Your Majeſty ſecure Your Soul, 

And all Your great Impending Storms Controul. 
So ſhall the Moſt IIluſtrĩous PRINCE Your Son 
With Joyful heart his deareſt Father own, 
Think he's well paid for all he's undergon. 

So ſhall Your Nobles with all Joy proteſt, 

— 7 infinitly in ſuch a Convert bleſt; 

So all Your Clergy will Devoutly Pray, 

All former Errors may be done away, 

And ROME our great ces ſhall defray. 
So all the Commens will Allegiance ſwear, 
And thankfully all Danogea Repair: 

So all the ſhall Heart-Offerings bring, 
And loudly Shout and Cry 


God Save the King 
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